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Author's Notes: 
A naughty Dirxst interlude.. | guess this had to be written before | go back to warm tea and blankets and 


domestic goodness! 


They're wrapped around each other, buried in the warmth trapped between them and in the thick darkness of 
midnight. Their bedroom is silent, the whole house is silent, except for their soft panting breaths and the 
pounding of their hearts. They're together in a way that belongs only to those who've known each other 
forever, who have grown side by side, sharing each pain and joy. There's no fear. No secrets. No strategies or 
poses, bitter abnegation or manipulative games. They're overwhelmed, as always, with want and need and 


pleasure, but they are safe. 
They're home. 


They're lying on their sides, facing one another, arms and legs entwined, both naked and aroused, both mellow 


and lazy - they've done this before (quite a few times, in fact), and they've got all night. 


Alex runs his fingers through Geddy's hair, pushing it from his face, the soft strands beneath his touch 
blooming behind his eyelids into memories of chestnut and silver. The scent of them, too.. then he leans 
forward just a bit and brings their mouths together. 


At first the kiss reminds Geddy of being seventeen, it's sloppy, and hungry, as though no time has passed at 
all, But it does lack the frenzied ache and terrified eagerness of their early explorations, he notes. No matter. 
He doesn't miss that. He's in love with the way things are now, after decades. He loves that comfort. That 


ease. 


A whimper escapes Alex's lips when Geddy decides to slide up on top of him; they try not to break the kiss, 


bump their noses and chins, chuckle together at their failure. 


Then Alex spreads his legs, and Geddy settles between them. Geddy pushes his hips downward and forward; 
they both groan in unison Their bodies line up and fit naturally, like jigsaw pieces. Cut out from one. Reunited. 


Alex remembers the first time he felt Geddy's hardness pressed and pulsing against his, just like this. They 
were so young. Been making out shyly (quick, sudden moments, half-stolen) for the better part of a summer, 
scared to go further, to follow their urges and lose themselves, harm something in themselves, in each other, 
with too much intensity - although, of course, they never would've put such words on what they were feeling. 


Nor any words at all, actually. It was all guts and instinct. 


And then they'd lost their resolve. At the same time, probably - Alex cannot recall who it was that grabbed 
the other and shoved him onto the bed (it had been his bed, though, of that he's quite certain, images of his 
room stand clear enough in his mind - small, with that bent ceiling and greyish-white walls covered in pin holes 
from all the posters he'd hung up and torn down throughout the years), but before he knew it Geddy was on 
top of him, hips grinding into his, and they were moaning loud, and gasping with the shock of the sensations, 
with how good it felt, and he believes (he's almost sure) they'd tried to - what was it? To stop? To get out of 
their clothes? To talk about it, negotiate, make sure everything was okay, that nothing was ruined, that there 


really was no hate or disgust between them? 


Whatever they'd attempted, it hadn't worked out. Two frantic minutes later they were both coming in their 
pants, almost in perfect synch, Alex with his head thrown back and his lips parted, moaning and laughing and 
losing his breath, Geddy with his face buried into Alex's neck, teeth clenched, blocking the sounds in his chest, 
his whole body trembling so hard he made the whole bed shake. 


It was their first shared orgasm, as well as (oddly enough) what they both consider to be their official first 
time - the big deal one, the one you think of as the loss of your virginity. Those few minutes of teenage 
fumblings hold more meaning to them (though neither knows the other shares his point of view) than the first 
time they were naked together, or even the first time they penetrated each other. 


The memory - that blazing, juvenile ecstasy - sends a shiver through Alex's body, makes his hips twitch and 
his cock grow harder still, even as he's brought back to the present by Geddy's lips and tongue and teeth 
moving over the curve of his jaw to nibble at his neck and worry his earlobe. "Dirk," he lets out, hands 


roaming down Geddy's shoulders and down his back, feeling the swell of his ass (and what an ass he's got, he 


can't help but think to himself, smiling in the dark. / mean, falk about a killer booty). 
Geddy hears his name and feels Alex suppress a giggle - he raises his head, frowning. "Mmh? What is it?" 


Alex laughs freely now. A contented little laugh, almost a sigh. "I was just thinking how lucky | am to have you," 


he says. "A fat old perv like me, with a gorgeous creature like yourself. Its almost unfair, really." 


"Gorgeous creature?" Geddy protests - but Alex can hear the smile in his voice. "Want me to turn on the 


light?" 
"No need," Alex retorts, half-serious now. "I see you.” 
"You see enough of me as it is, is that what you mean?" 


"No." Alex is serious all the way now. It still intimidates Geddy a little bit, because serious Alex is a rare 
phenomenon. Rare and significant. "I see you," Alex repeats, and Geddy thinks he understands. 


They resume their kissing, with more force and drive than before. Geddy can't refrain from moaning into it, as 
he feels the first hints of his building climax - already. Seventeen again, then. Ache and frenzy and all. An 
adolescent boy, overwhelmed with desire, no stamina to speak of. Brought near the edge by too much grinding 
while making out. That's what Lerxst still makes of him. Every time. 

He has to break the kiss. Has to move away from Alex, just for a few seconds. Gather himself. Rein himself in. 
"What is it?" Alex whispers, breathless, his voice a higher pitch than usual (Geddy bites his lip - that sound 


alone could be enough..). 


"Nothing, l'm just.. it's not going to last much longer if we keep this up," Geddy replies apologetically, sitting up 
and pushing his hair back (the sweat sticks it to the back of his neck). 


"And?" 
"And what?" 
"And so, you're gonna come. Well, isn't that the point?" 


Geddy rolls his eyes, but the mixed humour and tenderness in Alex's tone make him smile as well. "I don't want 


to come like this," he informs his lover. 


"Oh. | see." Alex has instantly picked up on the mock solemnity of the situation. "And how, pray tell, would you 


wish to come?" 


Geddy pauses, then leans down and murmurs, close to Alex's ear : "With you inside me...?" 


Alex purrs. "That sounds like a delightful plan" 


It's Geddy who fumbles in the dark to find the lube and put it to use; when Alex wants to take the lead, he 
finds himself pinned down by the shoulders with surprising strength - "Let me," Geddy says - and then 
Geddy's hands are on him, lavishing his cock with long, firm, slick strokes that make him hiss and squirm. But 
that's nothing compared to the feel of Geddy lowering himself onto him, taking him in, deep, scorchingly hot and 


all at once so soothingly familiar. 
"Oh God," Geddy lets out in one shallow exhale - "Lerxst.." 


"Yes, love." Alex reaches up, caresses Geddy's arms from his shoulders down to his hands, then twines their 


fingers together, giving Geddy leverage as he rides him in slow, agonizing movements. " Yes." 


"Mmh," Geddy hums. "You feel so good, Lerxst. God. You feel so fucking good" And his fingers squeeze Alex's 
hands tighter. 


Every time Geddy takes Alex inside him this way, he cannot help but reminisce about the first time it 
happened - in quick flashes, surfacing through a swirl of sensations past and present. He angles his hips to 
guide Lerxst's upward thrusts in the manner that feels best and remembers how he learned to do that, ten 
thousand years ago. How he learned his own body and the ways to make use of it, without being afraid to 
speak his desires and take what he wanted. He used to be so shy.. that first time, Alex was on top and Geddy 
was in pain; he hadn't dared to ask for more preparation and Alex had entered him too fast, too early. They'd 
both realized, together, that sex was a skill to be learned. There were basics to figure out. 


So that night (a cold, quiet winter night, just like now) Alex had pulled out and put more lube on his fingers, 
and then he'd coaxed Geddy open, finding, in the process, that spot - the spot Geddy didn't even know had a 
name or an anatomical function other than making him arch his back and shudder in soul-shredding pleasure. 
Alex had loved those reactions, loved the deep moans and desperate cries and panting gasps, so he'd taken full 
advantage of that little twist and bend of his fingers Dirk seemed to go so crazy for. He'd teased Geddy that 
way until he was begging (afterwards he'd shut his eyes and turned his head away in embarrassment, shocked 
by how brash he'd been, by the echo of his own voice - "Please, Lerxst," he'd whimpered, "please - come on, 
God, please just please fuck me"). Of course, his Lerxst had given him what he'd wanted. And that second 
attempt had largely made up for the failure of earlier. 


Alex, beneath him, makes a louder sound, then holds his breath for a second. Geddy knows what this means; 
the tension is building fast into them both. He lets go of Alex's left hand and begins to stroke himself, the 


movement of his hips sharpened by the increase in sensation He bites his lower lip. It won't be long now. 


He hears the noises Alex is making and wishes they'd left the lights on. But then, he doesn't need the lights to 
see. It's like Lerxst said earlier. / see you He sees him. Alex always smiles when he comes and he's probably 
smiling now as his climax approaches, making those sounds of his, somewhere between a purr and a whimper. 


He always looks like he's basking in it, enjoying himself in such a simple, straightforward way. There's no shame 


in Lerxst's pleasure, no ambiguities, no guilt. He rides the wave of it freely, unquestioning. 


Geddy's so focused on Alex that his own orgasm actually takes him by surprise. His breath catches and he 
lets out one loud, broken sound; then the muscles of his stomach and his thighs go rigid as that familiar, 
piercing peak of sensation seizes him - and his mind is caught in it, pulled into it, his mind fucking drowns in it, 
Alex's name dancing in the eye of the storm. "So good," he hears himself breathe - “fuck, Lerxst" It rises and 
rises like its never gonna stop. Geddy throws his head back. If it keeps going, if it gets any stronger he'll faint. 
He'll scream. He'll die. It's always like this, always, it takes hold of him and control slips away and its so, so 
fucking delicious. "Fuck me - God, yes, Lerxst" he cries out, too loudly but he can't help it, can't stop it, can't 
even feel ashamed of it. For a blinding heartbeat, he's entirely lost. Then it starts to give way again. The grip 
loosens. "Oh..." he breathes. "Oh, fuck." The last curse melts into a sigh. "Mmh." 


He doesn't allow his body to go limp and collapse, though. Not just yet. He has to give Alex the last of his 
strength. He follows his lead, gracefully, his back falling into the curve Alex seems to want, as Alex's hands 
grab hold of his waist, as his thrusts gain in strength and speed. His purring sounds turn into hisses of effort 
and need, the promise of release so near - Geddy can almost feel it through Lerxst for the second time when 
it finally comes, when he finally comes, and he closes his eyes and swallows another moan as Alex tenses and 
spends himself inside him (that wet warmth deep inside is a delight, but it's still undermined with a sense of 
vague shame; he learned to live with it long ago, accepts it as part of the deal). Alex curses too, calls Geddy's 
name, several of his many names, mixing them up in his breathless frenzy. His voice always goes so much 
higher in pitch when he's like this, when he comes undone this way, and Geddy feels himself melting with love, 
wondering which of their two climaxes felt the best. 


Then it's over and he's lying on top of Alex's body again, skin to skin, both their hearts still so loud, not quite 
muffled by the rush of blood in their ears and the sound of their slowly calming breaths. 


He's almost drifted off to sleep (without even realizing it) when Alex lets out a soft giggle, shaking Geddy 


awake. "what?" 
"| was remembering that time when Pratt walked in on us," Alex replies. "Like this." 
"You mean naked, in bed, and clearly post-coital?" 


Alex chuckles again. He loves the way Geddy phrases things sometimes - that oda, clinical bluntness coated in 


delicate innocence. "Yes." 
"Mmh-hm." 


Poor Neil. He'd left them to simmer in a stifling hotel room one afternoon during an American tour, and he'd 
wandered into town, hoping to catch a movie (a Star Wars episode - the first one, maybe. Or was it Empire 
Strikes Back?). But the theater was full, so he'd returned to the hotel. Little did he know, though, that his 
bandmates had got busy while he'd been gone. Found their own way to kill time. "Erm. Sorry, guys," Neil had 
mumbled in that deep voice of his, walking right out the door again Geddy and Alex had thrown on some 


clothes, caught up with him, and had a talk. 

"We were so scared, remember?" Geddy says. "We were afraid he'd leave the band over that" 
"It did take him some time to adjust." 

"Not as much as we thought. Nor as much effort. He was swell." 

"He is swell," Alex points out: 

"We're lucky." 

"Yes. We are indeed." 


Alex frowns as he feels Geddy prop himself up on an elbow, then reach to the side towards the nightstand and 
switch on the lamp. He blinks as the light assaults his eyes. "Hey. What are you doing?" 


"I just wanted to look at your ugly face one last time before | sleep," Geddy says, leaning over Alex again. 
"See anything you like?" Alex purses his lips and bats his lids in a flawless Shirley Temple imitation. 
Geddy drops his head on Alex's shoulder, feigning weariness and resignation. "You're such an idiot, Lerxst:" 
"You know how much | love to hear you say this.’ 


"I know." Then they're kissing again, and laughing together. 


